
OLD STORIES FROM MOLS
HAYSEEDS & BUMPKINS

Every country has its stories about simple folk like the traditional yokel,
bumpkin, and gawby of England or the hayseeds and hicks of America.
Somtimes the stories are generalised and told about simple people in any
part of the country; but they often come to be identified with some small
town or country district. In Denmark the people of Mols were singled out
for this dubious honour some two centuries ago, and they have had the
good sense, which goes with a humour-loving people, to be proud of the
old stories and they are nowhere more popular than in Mols itself.

The  first  printed  collection  of  Molbohistorierne appeared  early  in  the
1770's.  Thirteen of  the stories in this little  book are from the second
edition of 1780 which contained a total ot 30 simpleton stories and three
others intended to sweeten any Molbo who happened to feel  hurt.  "A
Matter of Heads", called simply "The Headless", is there embellished with
a second motif  in which all  the men leave their axes at the roadside
because their leader had dropped his without noticing it. "A Monster in
the  House",  called  "The  Sausage"  in  1780,  is  also  combined  with  a
second story about a Molbo finding some white bread, which he declared
he would eat if only he had some bread to eat with it. The suggestion is,
of course, that on Mols they did not know of the existence of white bread;
bread to the Molbo was black rye bread.

Four  of  the  remaining  five  stories  in  this  book  come  from  another
collection made in 1866, and three of them bear the stamp of relatively
recent invention — the soldier and the cannon, the boots by telegraph,
and the lost match stories. "The Hole" may well be a very old story that
was  overlooked  earlier.  "The  Little  People",  under  the  title  of  "The
Lobsters" first appeared in a collection published in Norway in 1871.
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About the Molbo Stories

Folktales are stories that have been told over and over for a long time. In
many countries there are folktales about certain people who always do
foolish  things  when they  are  trying  to  be  very  wise.  In  England,  for
example, there are many tales about "Lazy Jack." Stories like these often
center on a particular place or group of people, as our "hillbilly" stories
do. In Denmark, for some reason, the lovely peninsula of Mols and the
people who live there, Molboes, have been the center of many amusing
stories.  The first  Molbo stories were written down 200 years ago, and
more stories have been added over the years. The people of Mols enjoy
these  stories  as  much  as  everyone  else  in  Denmark,  because  Molbo
stories are just for fun. Really, the people who live in Mols are no more
clever — or less clever — than people anywhere else. I know — I've been
in Mols and I've met some Molboes. 

— L.B.
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Danish Humor

The  most  popular  jokes  are  told  on persons  from other  areas  of  the
country. Best known, perhaps, are the Molbo stories, which have been
handed down about the people in Mols — a section of eastern Jutland
near Ebeltoft. These jokes are still told good-naturedly, though they are,
of course, more legendary than real.

Once the Molboers were afraid the enemy would attack and capture all
that was of value on Mols, especially their treasured church bell. Some of
the clever townsmen decided to hide it from the enemy by sinking it into
the sea. They placed the bell in a boat and rowed out in the Kattegat,
where  they  dropped  the  bell  over  the  side  of  the  boat.  Suddenly  it
occurred  to  them that,  although  the  bell  would  be  hidden  from  the
enemy, it would also be lost to them. "The answer is simple," said one.
"Just make a notch on the boat at the exact place we heaved the bell
overboard, and only we will know what the notch means!" This they did
and felt confident that they would be able to find the bell again.

Another familiar Molbo story is told of the rich man who was walking
along the road and came to a poor man stretched out for a nap on the
road. His feet, outstretched, were clad in old, worn-out shoes. The rich
man, having bought a new pair of boots, felt sorry for the sleeping man
and put the new boots on him, taking the old ones with him. Along came
a man driving a large wagon, and he yelled at the sleeping one, "Take
your feet out of the road, or I'll run over them!" Half waking up, the poor
man looked at his feet and, seeing the handsome boots, said, "Go ahead,
run over them. They aren't my feet."

The story called "The Light That Failed" relates how several men at an
inn had their lamp blown out. They fumbled for matches to re-light it,
but found only two. The man with one match dropped his. To find it,
another man lit the second match, but they could not locate it, so he
blew that match out. They were left in the dark!

Of Danish ways, by Ingeborg S. MacHaffie and Margaret A. Nielsen, 
(Minneapolis: Dillon Press, 1976) pp. 149-150.



The Blood Pudding

A man of Mols killed a pig, and afterwards his wife made several blood
puddings. One of them fell behind a chest, but it wasn't missed because
there were so many others. It lay there getting more and more moldy
until at last it was quite shaggy and gray.

During spring cleaning the woman asked her husband to help her move
the chest from the wall.  As soon as they lifted it,  they saw the blood
pudding, which looked to them like some strange creature. They dropped
the chest and ran for their lives. The woman shut herself in the next
room, while her husband went to the neighbors for help.

The man and a few volunteers armed themselves with a pitchfork, ax,
and rake. Then they set out to do battle.  But when they reached the
doorway and saw the monster, they froze in horror. They stood near the
door and jabbed at it with their weapons. They couldn't harm it at that
distance, and they couldn't scare it away either.

Suddenly, a dog slipped between their legs and into the room. He sniffed
at the foul thing and then gobbled it up "as if it had been no more than a
blood pudding" as the men of Mols used to say when they told the story.



The Little People

An  old  man  of  Mols  heard  that  a  Norwegian  ship  had  anchored  at
Ebeltoft. Having never seen any Norwegians, he decided to go down to
the  harbor  and  greet  them.  Unfortunately,  the  whole  crew  had  gone
ashore for the day, and there wasn't a soul on board when he arrived. A
few lobsters,  however,  had escaped from a  basket  and were  creeping
about the deck.

Since he couldn't find anyone else, the old man finally concluded that
the lobsters were the Norwegian crew. He gave his hand to one of them
and said, "Good day to you, sir." The lobster pinched him with its claw
till  he cried in pain. He managed to get his hand back again, but he
couldn't get a word out of the lobsters. "Vell, good bye," he said. And this
time he did not offer to shake hands, for he was no fool.

He hurried home to tell  his neighbors all  about it.  "Dare only a little
people, dese Norvegians," he said. "Ya, dare little, but dare tough vid an
iron grip on tings. You know dat as soon as you shake hands."



Boots By Telegraph

When the land surveyors first came to Mols in the 1800's, they set up
several poles as markers. The Mols folk asked what they were for and
were told that these poles were for the new telegraph by which people
could send messages to faraway towns and cities.

This greatly impressed one old man, whose son had gone to work in a
distant town, and he immediately decided to send him a pair of  new
boots by telegraph. That same evening he hung a pair of new boots with
a letter on one of the surveyor's poles and happily went home again.

Shortly  afterwards  along  came  a  carpenter's  apprentice  who  saw the
boots hanging there. His own boots were pretty well worn out, and these
were just what he needed. So, he took the new boots and hung his old
ones in their place.

The next morning the old man visited the surveyor's poles to see what
progress the boots were making, and when he saw the old boots hanging
there, his surprise and delight knew no bounds.



"Dat vas kvick verk," he said, "for my son to have gotten his new boots
and sent back de old vuns already." He examined the boots: "And it vas
about time he had some new vuns too. Dese are all vorn out!"
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